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governed by its custumals ... its remembered, not written,
body of customs. Then, if I live in a place where ther£ are
too many Absolutists, I can move a mile or so away and
find the Quietism I require. Or, if you find me and my
kind too much for you, you can move onto the next bill
and have a coronation service once a week. There is abso-
lutely no sane reason why you should not pay taxes so that
your Sovereign by divine Right may give you daily raree-
shows and his hand to kiss as long as you do not send your
tax-collectors to me. There is no sane reason why you should
not do that and live next door. In a house I sometimes
inhabit there are, on one floor, myself and a Jew. On the
next a Hindu missionary and a believer in the Hellenic
deities who wears a toga; below an Esthonian belonging
to the Greek Orthodox Church and a French Royalist
excommunicate by the Church of Rome. . . . All these
people pay their contributions and attend the rites of their
respective cults and all, when they meet on the stairs,
converse for a minute or two, smile, and pass up and down
without the beginnings of a quarrel. If the Churches have
been able to arrive at such a state of relative civilization,
why should not the States? You have a macrocosm—an
immense sketch—of such an ideal working indifferently
well in this nation with its differently working^ mostly,
unfortunately codified custumals. A man in Georgia may
not go fishing without the written permission of his wife . . .
but he does not therefore want to cut the throat of the
Pennsylvanian who may. . . . Or you had a still better
example in the German Empire before Mr. Hitler destroyed
it. That Empire consisted of forty-nine sovereign states each
completely differing the one from the other in forms, con-
stitutions, customs, rituals. There were Free Republics like
Hamburg or Bremen, Absolute Monarchies like Prussian,
Constitutional monarchies like Wtirttemberg, Bavaria, or
Hessen Darmstadt . . * all living perfectly peacefully side
by side in the same national frame, with just the proper
amount of local jealousies, costumes, beverages, and methods
of cooking a sausage. . . . And just wait till we get back to
he very centre of the Great Route, , . .

